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THE LIFE OF GENERAL BOOTH      [CHAP,

to come and hear him, and bring some of the boys along
with me; and I promised that I would."

I asked him to tell me whether the preacher did not
say anything at that first interview which accounted in some
measure for this instant effect upon his mind. But again
and again he protested that " it was just the man's external
appearance/' hinting of some ghostly emanation, or psychic
influence, which laid a spell upon his senses. " I felt I
could do just anything for that fine-looking gentleman."

Then he proceeded, " On the next day I was to fight
FitzGerald. I said to myself, ' This'll be the last fight of
your life/ for I was still thinking of the minister; and
I'll tell you the candid truth now that it's over-past, as I
stripped that morning I thought FitzGerald would kill me.
He was a terrible man, taller altogether than me, and fierce
with it, and proud, too. But he gave up, like an old woman,
after an hour and three-quarters. Although I'd beaten
him, and all the boys were making a hero of me, I
didn't want ever to fight again, and as soon as I could I
went off to the Mile End Waste, where Mr. Booth was
preaching* Well, I think he was the most impetuous man
I ever met. There he was holding forth, surrounded by the
blackguards of Whitechapel, who in them days were the
greatest vagabonds you could meet anywhere on God's earth.
Some were mocking, and some were laughing; but Mr.
Booth he shouted at them finely, and then gave out a hymn,
and led the singing till he just drowned their noises, or
nearly so. Then I threw off my coat, and walked round
the ring instead of joining in the revelry, and in two
minutes all those blackguards were as quiet as lambs. Well,
when the meeting was over Mr. Booth linked hold of me,
and, said he, ' How did you do it ?' I told him that there
were better men than me in the crowd, but that my
nationality covered a bit of that, for they all knew an Irish-
man would fight Then he looked at me and said, f You're
not happy; you know you're not happy.' * What reason
is that?' I asked. 'You'll perish like a dog/ he said;
' you're living for the devil, and the devil will have you/
I answered: 'Who made a prophet of you?' He says,
' My Father in Heaven.' 1 cast down my eyes at that.